WITH FELONIOUS INTENT
pleasure at their choice of a bill of fare, and for this
they seemed to be waiting, for they laughed a great
deal and kept pointing up at the ceiling—a gesture
which we could not interpret, unless it were meant to
suggest that they were inspired.
We then made them understand that we wished to be
served in the forecourt, under the limes, and, sum-
moning Stiven, gave him into their charge.
It follows that in a quarter of an hour we sat down
to as fine a breakfast as any could wish, and I must
confess I was never so thankful for food. What was
more, the prospect of bathing and having our linen
washed seemed not at all remote, for nothing could
have exceeded the respect and kindly attention which
tte were shown*
We were halfway through our meal before I happened
to notice that we were observed.
At an open window above us a man who was
dressed in pyjamas was steadily regarding our feast,
His folded arms were resting upon the sill, and his
hair was rumpled as though he were just out of bed.
His eye was merry, his countenance ruddy and cheerful,
his head and shoulders those of a Hercules: though
I judged him to be about thirty, he was inclined to
be fat, and he had the air of a Touchstone, or perhaps
I should say of one who believes in motley and finds
it the only wear. I could hardly believe he was
English, and yet I could hardly believe he was
anything else.
Hubert saw me looking and followed my gaze.
" Oh, it can't be true," said the stranger, averting
his eyes.   " I ate too much of that pie/'
" No, you didn't/' said Hubert.
" Well, I'm damned," said the other, and fingered
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